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The store was the Ford Company's general emporium for
employes. A gent in a white apron was cutting a round steak
off a hindquarter of beef. A youthful clerk was selling a
customer a box of matches and some breakfast food. An-
other customer took a pair of rubbers and a can of tomatoes
before I was able to get the undivided attention of the
younger clerk. I named an official of the magazine and he
promised to phone. He sold a box of matches and a bar of
soap before he did so. The official was not in and he vended
a can of kerosene and a peck of potatoes before he phoned
again to ascertain that a second official was not in and "won't
be." I changed the order to "any official" and he phoned
again. This time I was informed that "an official" would
be over but "he's a-goin' home." Eventually the official
came over, and he was "a-goin' home." I walked along with
him and made a vague appointment for the following day.
My return to Dearborn was on the following morning
bright and early. There was the same rebuff from the guard
and the same delay at the general store. Officials just across
the track were "not in." Finally the youth of breakfast food
and rubbers got interested. He volunteered to take a note
across to the official I wanted to see. The note was penned,
and he commented as he pulled his cap from a peg above
the cannon stove in the corner:
"We gotta be careful around here. Orders are to let nobody
across unless they give the word on the phone. Yuh can't be
too careful. Think mebbe I can fix it up if I go over there."
He departed. In ten minutes he was back with permission
for me to cross the tracks. It was pretty good for an eighteen-
hour job. The crossing guard got the "high sign," and the
barrier was crossed.
Once in the Ford offices matters were different. I was
gently informed that Mr. Ford did not give interviews. The

